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wrought up into a state of white-hot exaltation which alone enabled
him to drive himself on, reckless of wounds and torture. Thus when
he came to look back on those days he could write sincerely;
It felt like morning, and the freshness of the world-to-be
intoxicated us.
The record of the war years in Lawrence's private letters is a
fragmentary one, and I have not been allowed to use all that I
wished to publish. Detailed accounts like those with which he
enabled his family to follow all his doings at Carchemish were
impossible in wartime, yet he was writing very similar reports,
for The Aral Bulletin. I have included a number of these as well.
as some other reports written for the eyes of one or two of his
superiors. Through their matter-of-fact words one can see the
figure of the man whom the Arabs nicknamed Prince Dynamite.